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Chapter one: East Winds 
An epic-poem that stares soliptically into the bleak & 
dissonant world, lensed through a child’s-eye: 
Atmospheric & wild, it nods wryly to Mike’s literal & 
figuratively ‘adopted’ childhood & eventual vagrant 
adolescence. It juxtaposes 80’s rural Nottinghamshire 
& its gruff crypto-Nordic culture, against Mike’s half- 
greek ‘roots’ & undiagnosed ‘aspergers’. 


Chaptér two: West Wind's 
An anthology that hitch-hikes from the murky 
alleyways of Bedsit-land pf London & Leeds.. unto 
sauvage-spells in grasses-greener, at the coasts & hills 
of Cornwall & Wales. With the light-coyer of rucksack, 
anorak, schlafsack & pen..West Winds peeks at modern 
Cornwall lyrically but harshly, from the perspective of 
an ‘emmet’-outcast. 


Chapter three: Tawny in a Coal-mine 
Free words for free birds in the coal- mine of thought 
crime.. Many poems with an ostensible ‘left wing’ view 


Chapter four: barren media 
Plunging fathoms into the mediocre madness of the 
mainstream media, aiming the wooden steak-of-satire 
at its barren heart. 


Chapter five Ha te Mail 
The cult of woman in a fallen world.. From the 
ostensible “right wing? ff 

Chapter Six: My Family & abandoned Animals 
Comedio-tragic poetry about Mike's family, animals. & 
abandonment > 


Partl: The Last Days of Summer 


Billowing yellow & motional; 

The hot fields wane 

in the emotional summer dusk 

Drinking this moving scene, like an hot day's thirst 
for something... like a memory of love 


Intense firebrand inside, paints a syllable 
of the last summer day 


Warming inside & out; where nothing can harm you now 
... Till the end of the day 


In the womb of a soft breeze 

another day of legend, gently flows with peace 
The cuckoo, the wood pigeon's gallant chorus 

the swallow twitters... blackbird tweets 

Now my tired soul craves this moment 

as I lay back in the long grass & feel the heat 


Stone of lime, silent footpath, without time 
sleeping highway, for badger & fox 
Deep seeping-seas of baked red clay 
Jutting icebergs of ghost-white rock 


The monotone jet scrapes the cold blue ether 
Chalks a thousand miles of bone-white china 
It too has its place in this dance of day 

... Then rolls from existence with a yawn 

as the curtain is slowly undrawn 

to the peace of day, revealed again 

till the lawn-mower’s drum... 

I smell cut grass on the clattering breeze 


Leaning over handlebars, clenching rubber grips... Stood- 
up grifting freewheel mode 
Gasps of breath, through dry pursed lips... Pushed far as 
I could... away from home 


Distant homes shone of glass 

far across the shimmering plain 

Power rays of hungry white-light reflected back... Spark- 
off shores that haze & wane 


with heliotic microns that dazzle & flash & daunt me... 
during their trajectory... till the moment I pass 


Those days long ago; fore drilled surrender of life & soul 
-Social webs, conveyor belts, clenching walls 

Driven mad-machines of politique, land & people 
Capitulated to vicious war & vigorous turmoil 

.. To the world, taken-over by the world 

The anxiety of a world of false idols 

Ferocious obsoletion, at the altar of pragmatic purse... 
Star-gazed fallacies, hard-twisted by un-mercy 


Lack of light left them clambering, in atrocious lies... 

like wilting stone-roses; rambling, with murderous desires 
.-- for medicine foul.. from behind dead eyes... 

To betray the rules of death... for a time, until a time... 


Yet even from these days of ill. 

allowed to shine or be embraced, like death or life 

to fall like leaf, or thankfully gaze.. upon a soft rolling hill 
Not hostage nor nostalgic of depth-full shame... 

but in God’s fine grace, in the last summer days 


Part 2: Lessonz 


Shame, 

at the smell of the hung footy-leather in the corridor 
Superiority crowds the rancid air... a lung-full 

The good ones shoot for teacher’s grace... & score 


Days clock twelve; hunger’s dinner bell 
Double-table’d assembly hall 

Double-edged meaty sadness washes over me: 
Sausage of horror assuages my dreams... 
Cluck clucky, mushy peas 


Michael, go & stand in crowded shame 
Playtimes arrested. Always 
Coward memories, sequestered; worn-out dreams 


Old man drowns in tears of a clown: ‘Michael Finnegan’ 
Schadenfreude-sounds... as I grow fat & thin again’ 
In-group’s shards of savoury glee 

Mantis-assembly of pragmatic glory 


“Shame at the playtime; Sitting at the wall, 
‘Sit still? in the, classroom, stare at the floor.’ 
Bitten by the f**-flies ... ‘Cause you deserve it all” 


Part 3: East Winds 


Open blankets of distant-sparse 

vanish into waves of yonder 

Parades of hedgerows outline & collage... 
time-battered plains of fearful wonder 


The setting sun bleeds impassioned orange 
upon stone-frozen fields of insatiable brawn 
that yawn with epic depth, into far-flung cosmic sky 


.». Deliriously face unblemished tomorrows 
without rhyme or reason, time nor tide 
& the dust envelops the soul 


Lit with eerie haze on the frosted gold 
Lapping furlongs of barren clay 
Founded in grit, mint & rose... 


I venture beyond mysterion 
Cowslips litter the fields I tread 

+» dress & drizzle, burn yellow... fire 
from the disheveled hedge 


The light of day meant more painful-a-night... 
From the seas of tranquillity’o.. into oceans of the dead 


Erroneous spectres in oceans of archaic splendour 


a scant score... a sycamore... a blipo,.. Forlorn & slender 


Such lonely digits linger in the dusk... 
howl... in the wind like broken wolves 
Wrestle... in the air of contemplation 
... drown in the barren well of dust 


Trees tip-over eastern brinks (Waste & fade) 
in wind-swept apocalypses (Fade & wane) 
Echo in Nordic belts of bliss: 


Creeping legions of monstrous things 


They scream & bend their dance in the dark... 
Hang lame, crouch & arch... 
curse this loony landscape 


that wrought their bloody mark 


Scattered trees in north-east winds 

Eccentric chandeliers of dereliction 

swing & creak in the ideal mansions of the night 

But far across the wasteland, awash with corn 

that rolls & waves spookily, in the living ghost of wind 
Harbours mystery & beckons us in 


to the four ways of heaven 


Pat 4 Night-hood 


Our father, Who is in heaven 
Hallowed be your name, Your kingdom come, 
Your will be done 


«. in Walkeringham 
My dad, lays his head 
Worked all day, so that we could stay, in Walkeringham 


Blitz of black, dirges past the window, thick & fast 
Plunged under, coward sheets, I linger... dread long silence 


Besieged from desperate outer space... Unclouded 
A barny owl: To solitude-wild, sells ostensible calm 
.++ Kisses the rampant emptiness of dark 

in rapturous haunts of balmy swirl 


Insulated, in vacuums vacant... 
& cries for cherishment... but never even sought... 


Hoots, in the listening, whistling midnight wind 


His romance spilt on sore-stone floor; 


in vain dream awoke... & silence-choked... is no more 


Dire cries of estranged foxhoundsOut-of-sight: out-of-mind 


I can only hear their plight & cry in kind 
Haunted by their dingy home-life 


Crimson curtains languish a-splay 
Tick-tock, verses the silvery pane 
stages with trepidation, this darkened cold play 


Umpteen o’clock. Unseen silhouettes of black bats 
flitter past. Waving air, so sharp & fast & free 

I can only see when they brush the glass 

& whisper to me 

... & dissolve into palaces, awesome & raw 

bathe sublime in pools of corn & air 

Flung like gaunt stars, hanged in jagged frames 
in the startled lime-light of this lunar lair 


Diffract by one, they blend & bind 

with the bliss solemn moment of the pitch blind night 
I'm bent with an empathy, yet undefined 

in this cold amphitheatre of cold-wild life 


... Mono-cultured acres of cold daggered deserts 
Venulated by ditch & dyke 

Home to voles, badgers, rats & mice... 

Wild as the day we felled it from grace 


Pat’ Dawn of the Dead 


Dawn. found us somehow awake... 

Frost clenches the air & pinches the skin 
Smarts toes & fingers 

Clams to the ground like a diamond web 
« she bound us unto, such factual stakes 


Trouncing over crusted snow... 

with wellington-scars, size-four 

Cleaving passage down Westmoor Rd 

Past bronzed houses, jam-packed with ice-crevices 
Incandescent cornices slunk from the walls 
Icicles decant from snow-hooded porches 

pour down drainpipes, to bright-shadowed places 
where cat-rifled dustbins lie vacant in doorways 
Daunted by coddles of powdery blankets 

banked & gleaming on the grills of gates 

~.& blizzards away my trance of trusted night 


I swagger with lacklustre; my back to passing traffic: 
Wagons wheel. tremulous-dragons, but sporadic 

I wallow in black puffs of fire-breathing ‘magic’ 

I was only on my pillow, the very last moment 
smokey bacon lingers.. on every swallow, 


Interminable marmalade tegurgitates with aspergers, 


. assails my snout & snags my soul 


The comprehensive crisis of impending school 
Chest-sparrows flap & flail, to these glum day’s woes 


... Epic, rude & as-per-usual: cruel 


On thin ice, I slip & slither through the sapphire ether 
Vigorous winter sucks vapour from my chest 

Silver visages, vex on every shiver 

.. whisper from my dying last breath 

& there she is: the Lincoln-green bus-shelter 

piercing the ultra-aura sun. An iron fixation & iconic 
a despotic vestige; a rusted dedication to ‘utilita’, 


the pragmatic Hun of the post-war era 


Pre-ghosts of shame arouse with strangling amplitude 
The laddish horde around the corner on Southmoor Rd 
versed in druidic chorus & ample attitude... 


A language too mystic for my aspergers 


No retreat or surrender to lighthouses of night’s-strongholds... 
the inspiration of owls... 
The hollow languor of spacious dark homes 


... where my name 


Wide-awoken: I wade alone... 


Wander under light-crowded angry clouds, of shame 
Laryngeal flobbs that spin & freeze 

clunk the furthest on the unwilling road... win 

Oh lukewarm friendship is welcome here 


in this savage land, for a stray slave without kin 


The steely dendrite of the major-oak 

Nottinghams logo withers under cold east winds 

A raven cawks, to denote stranger manors than this 

Like Lincoln across the river 

Though every cock-sure lad hooted for wednesday 
. & the rose-tinted empire of York 


But better yet, perhaps ‘Archaea’ 

«. clad in white linen, unyoked by fear 
Sequestered supremely for logic & agappee 
in misted arenas of quiet academy... 

To debate the virtues we hold dear 


«A civility of dreams... which runs far away from here 


Not swamped in thick turmoil, from t’ cradle ? grave 
From ? frost-flogged ether, to” mud-smudged floor 
«.. though every fog-filtered microwave: 

brooded & grimly immature 


I hear hot-howling rivalry 


gloats of glee’s gluteus revelry... Though I’m clueless 
The mastery of smoked-rings: rung 

The majesty of the taboo... tongue 

Short-swords of words, drawn from scabbards of pirates 
Lies without the epic tides of guilt-feelings 

... joust each-other with: ‘bitch-wench’ 

.,. cascades of talk of petrol-headed nightmares 

that allegedly motorcaded last night 

When I was clenched under clueless lamplight 

.. as phlegm splats to the floor 

The swaggering gladiatorial knighthoods 

with benevolent ambivalence & comedic equivalent 


I’m enamoured by their clockwork orangisms of brazen galore 


The bus rides-in, shining armour 

Brimmed piety froths with nonchalance 
Brass-schadenfreude & carpet throned: 

sat the kings of the carriages of ‘nonetheless’ 

Youthful, bellyfuls, lungfuls... 

we replenish the hull of the Kettlewell’s bus 

... & languish in full-steam 

The DJ spells sad stories that morph into dreams 

in sick morning glory, sat ravaged by screams 

I project the wretched sadness through this cold misted glass 
‘Victim status’, combed upon this moving blank canvas 
... these white fields of dreams 


a 


Part 7; Badlands 


The drunkard river thundered 
ever-turgid. Eastward wept & wandered 
whirling over, wretched doom bars, russet red 


The trundling Trent that never slept 
sagged its heart of murderous mushy 
bosom-ruddy sultry veck... 
shagged-soil & dredged mud) 


Swaddled under. yomit-torrents 
Peddled under, darling coffin- boats-a-rocking 
.. Smouldered dead-embers, yet terrifically sped 
ue Pe 
Sick connie wd & sway, 
Slap the bank & lap the slipway 
Then bunks & rests with spluttering-splodge 


Off your feet! You'll be swept”, if born less-than-wise 

.. if dangerous-liaison should ever be met 

with more than just the eager eyes 

To be whipped-away by this meandering snake 

in a violent digest, with suckles & sighs & silence-suggests 
the evil awe of hypnotise 


Peer, through the cold vacuous fog 
Hear, the hard-hearted thud 
See lilting floods through tall slits of rush 


vicarious lusts of ominous silt 


... far away to East Lindsay’s shore 

where giant trees claw, like clamouring hordes 
Statuesque phalanxes from icy lands 
Steel-blue eyes... hammers in hand 


Gainsborough-skins chant minor-league hate 
from the hymnals of psychobility, 
with Xenophobic sensibility... jangling the gate, of Bassetlaw 


Blood axes, jackals never giving way 

In tory-town Gainsborough. where 

No tall tales of green-tights & tight-knit knights 
stealing from the rich; bequeathing to the needy... 
No virtue-signalling 


Dim milieus of grim gaudy towers 

... belch from sadistic rims- awful in size 
acidic dandruff, acrid & angry; 

to eerily plunder the innocent skies 


Cumuli accumulate, far above Leverton 

Near Retford: Our bungalow sits in sanguine sanity 
Marooned behind velvet curtains, & stained-porch glass 
Is ‘dad-on-a-bike’ coming home for dinner? 
Beans-on-toast & squash in a beaker 

From perhaps ‘down the boiler’, to put bread on the table 


.. spoon-fed to the mouth of the devouring monolith... 
humming with svelte current 

tempered with nugget of darkest sheen... 

Black gold hollowed from north-country squalor 

to pays taxes in caesar’s necrotic empire 

.». the nationalised C.E.G.B 


Road-signs to Goole, insist: “10 miles" 

Not that there was evidence that Goole existed 
At least I can say that about Goole 

Maybe Goolites didn't even know they were born 
Waterlogged & swashed in the rainy memory 

of Lincoln’s zany limbo 


Staggered-lines down country lanes 

Homages of home in diatone horizons 

obstinately ploughed through sheer nether-regions 
Canal-cascades, never writhing 

Only narrow lines here 

Ditch & dyke juxtapose bright chromatones 

of humpback bridge & narrow boats 

Tangled lines of angling-lads; sat-baited, never writhing. 
Benched for decades, for tench & pike 

as ‘Gypsy-Rose’ floats ambling-by.. To Chesterfield 


Gainsborough, Saxilby,.. Chortles the Sheffield Line 
Never ending, except on sundays, 

or at Sunny Scunny’; its very summit... 

Then the cold green brine 


Part 8; End of the Line 


The waywardly sticky stylus found rickety groove 
in Lionel Richie & Rick Astley’s, ‘loyal’ affirmations 


... In royal stony astounded gloom 


In the tinny vacuum, of the Dolby twin’s 

the ‘Never-mind? vinyl chewed: “Never gonna give. Never 
gonna give” 

I stand succinctly silent 


In promises-promises of ‘never deserting? 
& “Every loser wins” 
in a world that kept ‘turning, Always around’, in 1989 


The woman sat... permed 

behind the ‘Money-Change’ glass 
Bleached-blonde & buried in the Sun.. Terse 
Chugging fag, cheering Hull 

Bothered by none; her bark was... worse 


“Scuse luv, ave you got five twos?”, I blurt 


In this crypto-promised-land of haunch-backed bandits 
Colonies of back-to-back pirate-robots 

in Colonades of coin-operated Jolly-Rogers’ 

Planets of promises, promises. 

Words of woods & plastic taciturn bandits 


Forests of clockwork, lemons, cherries, oranges 


.-. where ‘every loser wins? 


In the grey enclave of rainy days 

where benched outside the beach arcade 

they clench cloned-cornets like life & perch 
‘cross sandy acres of purple-permed glossy faces 
Carbon life forms in cartoon hair-nets 

enslaved in this dastardly bastion of charm 
where the last ten “ence” of pension’ 


is royally flushed with just one-arm 


The bells swing twelve in roman numeral... 

They hobble through the cold-cobbled gynnel: 

The untroubled teatime-troubadours 

Engraved carcai with unforsaken lifetimes of arcane 
epitaphs of family fraternity, such as, ‘There’s always home 
dear’... & then there was ‘the war’ 


I amble myriad pathways through life to chip shop cafe 
To the gloss & spartan, with orange goblets of ceramic 

I stare-shank upon the stark-check squares 

& fold on the old plastic chair 

quivering inside this Lyno synagogue of salt & vinegar. 
.. The seaside-sacra-scant 


‘Chip Butty luv’... I squeeze 
the tornado tomato lotion 


Press my cold hands onto the hot horizon of steel 


Like Lambs, sat in the silence of a funeral 

beckon the green ocean & I muse on a fantastic moment 
before, when that old man struck me with his stick- 

so rude; Perhaps, thought me too-close & lewd 
ostensibly fishing all his gambling-tricks? 

... which I might have been 


But lonely boys don’t cry. Up to no good, I shouldn't wonder’ 
cold as stone & knees-to-chest 
Perched upon a concrete cuboid mass... 


that could not ‘break-the-waves’ of misery, this gravy-day gave 


I longed for shores of love & mercy 
unbound shires of memories lapsed 

I wish it worked out with my adoptive family 
but I'd stow for passage to Hook or Haag 


But the north sea bellowed, viscous & deep 
plunging fathoms of vulgar green 

Putrid chasms & beckoning creaking 

Fluid troughs of grimy grim-reaping... 


Then the ticket-cost would thwart my tracks 

to grasses greener... to euro-quests, to dance the lambada 
Like those fiery souls, on the Parky Show 

But i'd flip-off back to the old ‘kid’s home’ 


Then I saw that herd of big lads, beyond boisterous & blonde 


chucking chips at sea-bird’s heads... 
Gulls of innocence, un-girded 
I clocked the glum gull’s woes 
at this comedic, colloquial, culinary custom. 
The chipped-air show 

Then with swooping spasms, 
they apprehend the suspended sarcasm 
with quick-fire reply- fair quid-pro-quo: 
beak-in-hand... a flying ‘F’, shrieked down to Pbelow 
«+» T’ leersome yoffers on pavement-land 

I watched it wreaked & aerially bestowed: 
This thank you note upon the road... 
Litter-plenished, without a frown: 
dropped-down goo: white & brown 
I turned to see if t? pack were gonna chase 
like ? lads on’t Worksop-Donny bus. 
that ecky-thumped me in’t’ face 
Letting me in with fair regaled smiles 
& me, with such a high spirited hist 
But fare-me-well’d with planted fist 
I panted as we parted from that epic bus-mile... 
Beholden unto their curious gift.. 
I thought for a minute that I was normal... 
till I stemmed my leaking lip 


I saw that civilisation didn’t emerge 
twixt these shores, so damp & dreary 
on such a dire dirge, uncouth & leery 


pnt: Abodes of Antipathy 
A Steel-City soliloquy of no-fixed abode 


Nocturnes of cantering street & bridge 

I strut alive in stupor’s echo-anchor 

I pillage for comfort in fantasy-shop windows 
If I ever lived, then who would know? 


Allegorical analogues of life in frosted glass 

Cold pavement-chambers of no-go doorways 

Ghosted avenues... Sensationalisms so darkly-dressed. 
Angora cardigans, sheepishly wasted on soulless mannequins 


Raw & roasted, though light-scant & hardy 
Flinched with back-fire & toes 

Fawning, in ice-crevices in marbled entrances 

that totally offer nothing at all... 

except “Closed for business”. & freedom I suppose 


Pocketed naps twix’d aching limbos 

Hollowed heart, untouched & tossed 

Churned orders contort through the hour’s steel bastion 
..0f lamplight-bosom’s empty-glow 


Bulks & starts through irrefutable irritability... 

With stiff cartilages, I shuffle round dim-shadowy corners 
These dormitory trifles unkindle the soul 

I peddle through moorfoot’s dereliction 


bleeding sorrow, bloody endlessly... past day-familiar buildings 
for the sultry tonic of embedded tomorrows 


Abbydale Road; sculpted silence of stony-sorrow 

I decant my last swaddling from the tortoise-rucksack 
Now shell-shocked by the police-lights & siren-disco 
Unlike the unhappy mondays in the Mandela Building 
.. Now I feel more ‘wanted’ & than alone 


I was clutching pizza, trying to look southern 
perusing ads for feminist-accommodation 
like a normal student, where I sat in the middle of male 
privilege... an aeon ago 
I zip my padded jacket, put the hood-up & wearily delve 
deeper, under cover of car-parks 
by markets, on draught-haunted mountains 
Aloft vacuous slatings, that paragraph my lateness 
Lurch through corridored-chasms of desperation 
Stricken by lost-findings for a church-wall to hide me 


Epochs of shady glory, now clay-clad 
& stripped lights on distraught tides... 
The sombering silence can speak no more 


The blessed are born from breakfasts to offices 
from orifices of hot-houses with convected laughter 


They seem to mean me no good nor harm 


Upstairs-downstairs; the march of madness 


The masses ground-swell through gynnals, 
forest through thoroughfares, & dextrous in Sheffield's 
interchanges, exchanges... & snake passes 


Engines of readiness & edginess & deadlines 
Uniplicities of pestilence & distance to mankind 
to the early shifts & the severance of ‘man-ness’ 
In man’s empty metropolis of slavery & taxes 


..Only rain shoots me now 
A distant remnant, once ‘faithfully’ befriended 
Those last droplet-darts of fear’s empty cosmos 


The conspicuous clatter of a street-cleaning lorry 

floats aloft in the jetsam of morning’s loud lullaby 

I ‘m thankful, its oblivious to a ragged-mouse 

who rifles through terrific rhythms... 

back to the safety of the sightly shadowy... 

grim-reaping nightly mannequins: Hooligans in half-world’s 
soliloquy... tarmac’s tiresome solipsism 


Those plastic hominems: Party-dressed & partly-dressed 
to keep any hibernated heart at bay 

Beated-breast with best-wishes to my mardy-maginations... 
as the sheer clock of dawn drags the black to blue-grey 


Part b: A Night Out, On the Town 
Worksop bus-garage was a gas. 
Savage & squalid; fodder for a pilfering heart 


Invitation whispers with a pneumatic hiss 

The bus door yawns, like my tired mouth could not 

With a breath, I crawl into love’s last crevice, on a night like 
this 


Solemn frown & phalanges-stiff, 

Spit-flecked & phlegm-painted vestiges 

I purchase the stolen fool’s-gold of the shammy carpet 

that boasts a ragged lining; Every inch cold 

-+ might carry me to comfortable abodes 

so I puff the crusted-carpet 

which explodes as I slump on it... with dust 

I languish in this bus-carriage of concrete, my craven nest 
I stare to the spangled floor & wonder 

‘How could the “green-house effect” elicit such frigid?” 

Counting chickens & eggs in erroneous moments 

... I slowly waft into aspergers-thought 


Completely thwarted in my green-bus situation: 

My concrete arbour-in-waiting: 

Worksop station... opposite the DHSS 

Where civil-servants pillaged but built Keynesian Nothing at all 
Privileged castes from down-south 

A properly-fed nemesis to the Great Unwashed 
cosmically agnostic to ‘all that is Worksop’ 

& the plastic populations with ‘the Only way was up’ 
But woman pedestrian swipes sideways 

from this ‘public-enemy of despair’ ... 

So I sleep in the public library, on a chair 


Memories of a Celtic Way 


Grifting the ‘Wild-Rover’ 

over lime, gypsum, sand & stone 
Loose-liveredly on land-loving rumblers 
with slavering lamb, on loving peat-loam 


Coarse slumbers with secretive bullock 
in copses, hidden under heather’s ruddy hillock 
Slower than a mole in stony hummus 

.. I follow the scents of rose & corn 


The once-gracious goads of yellow summers 
through shafts in meadow’s herbal hay 

Cliff clambering past cosy cottages; Sprawling 
Beach-combing through dormant slag-closets 
«. to cold-salted bay 


Dwindling-down deep sleeping-hollows 

Racing down rickety passages, 

with rummaging dormouse scrambling under 

half-lit & jaded heaving hedgerows... Crawling lower 
The fish-wind blows me into obscurity 


where love sits benched in villages 
where long summers run into winter 


The rampant heel of the dessert legionnaire 

marching migration to piping tea & scone 

mirage’d at the clotted bottom of the snake-spiralled 
casement 

A thousand generations, wound narrower & narrower... 
Leaping-legacies worn with the lichen of aeons 
marrowed with deepset desires... Yet un-met 


He’s beset with fervent fire.. but sure-foot in soul 
The frigid fever of love, long-lost 
like clay’s lust for today or tomorrow 


Planted feet pass slowly-by... like planted-life 
Wilting incongruously. with longing tongue 
& tiresome treaded congregations of leaf-belly 
Wafted in saline; alluring in poetic epochs 
buried in pockets of time 


Un-leaven freedom’s fresh-folds of weeping... 
Lingering, from once until heaven 


Part 2 
Tonight, I slip from the pocket of a bolshy Welsh township 
Bobbing from the bar, where the old-man sat & chatted 
tin tales in an Abergaveny tavern 
Angling for the Fishguard Road 


Cloistering fan-parks are synagogues of caravans 
hidden behind conifers & entourages of signage 
to assuage a lonely traveller, by their mark... 

‘No vacancies here!’.... & a dog’s bark 


A last-ditch for Ginsters & crisps 

in the ‘out-of-place-coffee shed’ 

of-course closed for business now 

as she mops each green tile, in the ‘Longest-Mile’ garage 


I eat my fill & thumb for carriage 

No conscious eye upon my soul 

Just jutting juggernauts bequeath crushing judgements 
Pass-by me with thronged beams: Strong & ambulant 


Stoic sentinels, that slice through the ambling fathoms 
of scattered light 

like the pre-morning razor that scours dark patterns 
deep dark caverns, of a tawny, coal-mining 

Such haunted pre-wakenings, pierce ingloriously: 
Those neap tides of morning 


Un-muffled legions of bully eighteen wheelers 
junk & jostle like jealous droves of giant banshees 
‘Destiny’s-drivers’ on unfulfilled roads 


Struggling pistons shuffle up the ridging-saddle 
beneath the pale moon-disc. 


in the perennial ever-spinning jenny of September farmer- 
frost from where the strident wind 


bellows my shellocks & permeates my soul 


Iridescent marsh-mallow mist: night-lit 
coweringly crawls over gem-rich loam 
Crowing, like broken black birds; Snarling 
... ever-peddling for virgin light 


Thermodynamic’s 2nd law of decay & dread 
I need Jesus tonight... more than ever, & ever-did 
+. as darkness surmounts my ebbing soul 


A Farmhouse glitters from the dark 

windows refract 

like a constellation flung like fountains of incarnation 
netherworld’s dim & distant inner-sanctum 

where bellied-beings are swallowed in brims of sofa-jelly 
Quietly knitting or swaddled by telly 

Dwelling in spells of stella sparse 


-.. pass-by me like decaying orbitals 

I watch, but never feel 

Like the tawnies, stoic in ripening imaginations 
of sensations of stencilled-fellowship 


As if immaterial 
the chinked curtains lop upon the table 
Ceramic-fires a baked heart in the kitchen 


Poised is she, over kindled agar; under chimney arch 
Cocooned-kindly in wafts of cooking odour 
Quelled, in auras of dinner-glow 


Yesterday, I was bottled in Gloucester; 

by drunken-townies, who shouted: “Oi! Osama!” 

... Lamp-shaded from womb’s wounded inner palaces 
Staring down love’s palate, 

through life’s iron-curtain... into TV’s harem 


The horse sighs in the stable. I pause 

I stop singing; curtailed as draught haunts the mountain 
But I can dwell here no longer; 

or be lit- lingering creeper 

stood crowed upon gypsum doorway’s unwelcome mat 
Fodder for every chevroned constable, in such an idle 
manner 

A man-drifter, blown-in on vagrancy’s wings 

& grievous notions of unmentionable, cast-iron-sleepings 
On eviction’s longest mile... from every heart’s beating 


The windows re-glove now; staunchly this time 
As if to stem the bleeding blood, I brood 
as my waxing presence, sensed by the good as nowt but lewd 


I drift away, as crystal-pictures gleam barer 

like hapless suns of macabre ambivalence 

shone past accelerated centuries, with trundling bedfellows 
i. +. On life’s fettered road again 


Hive-kins 


Menial worshippers in pavilion cafés 

Prophets of profit on doom’s pavement 

I’m outcast & outclassed by plant-pots on heart's doorstep. 
Diazepam in the frangipane, & a sauna round the back 


A sheen on the shoulder of every last customer 
Glazed strokes from your host, with every lazy mocha 
Chillaxed, slack-jawed... only listless 

Supine chummy-chime, here-ever after. “DING 


... & we’re open for business” 


KEEP STILL; There’s a bee on your shoulder 
Oh no, it’s just the hand of the manager 


He will save you, from getting older 


Despots of nepotism... shenanigans between friends 
Perfect hazy days in palaces of pretence 


Where a troubled word or gaze.. may seem ‘too intense’ 


Oh how have I got myself into saccharin’s sanhedrin 
A paradise of chamber maids in fair-trade malaise 
which practice loving dishonour, in dirty dishwater 


“Diazepam in the frangipane & a sauna round the back”, 
was the concept of another 


Epiphany of Rich Beautiful Riffraff 


(in a posh cornish sea-side village) 


One day, I'm gunna receive love again 
When the air is cool & the waves, soft & rolling on a light 
summer breeze.. Away from here & away from them 


The public munch on ‘food to go’. 

They’re like: ‘Can I get a latte?” 

Hesitant diphthongs of love, 

clang with every upturned syllable 

Having seen teenage Cali-stralians clatter-act on dead-pan 
TV ... Gullibly, I busk in polzeath 


In the fading Cornish after-life 

Golden flowers in fantastic flowers hues, bask 
in the last Rights vested in them by Channel 5 
... LOreal, & Chanél NO. 5 


‘They’re- worth it’; Supping scorn like sacra-sport 

taunt the memories of melodies on the beach 

with a halo & a screech & a lemon twist 

Its not me. Its you Polzeath. You Humanitarian; You winner 
“Relax”, they say, with a convenience I find fundamentalist 
... & “every meal’s a dinner” 


I hugged Laura, my natural-cousin once 

The only time I'd ever... felt anything 

Except my birth-mother’s mortiful death; 

which came in the package of a genetic uncle’s untimely news 


a doorstep-devastation, delivered from a pepukura cottage. 
As if it mattered... I busk in polzeath 

... I couldn’t contain the all love or need 

Stilted, like a message-in-a-bottle; bobbing like penguins 

or debris... on the sands of the southern seas 

Washed-up; a man that no-one can p’p’p’pick-up, apparently 
nor catch the nebulous drift in which I swam 

Brace the mainsheet. It’s a difficult age... 38 


“See ya... Bye!”. Went her the passing motion 

on Laura’s last breath. Being blown-away 

into the caring profession... on a posh-breeze 
Sailing-off into the oceanic business of always being 
positive... like sperm-whale who skims for plankton 
to join the ever-growing cadre 

who cast me down like a broken pot 


So join the queue polzeath, as you chomp past 

safely surfing with suspicion 

You’re really spoiling me, as I play court-jester 

in your Babysitter-ocracy... where I can busk under duress 


Surely the world belongs to you. Chomp chomp, chuckle chuckle 
empresses of everything & nothing 
To get the love you need: Simply die, or be a girl in polzeath 
in the current year: Wear a smile & a shirt that says ‘love’ 
or ‘surf 

Play soft-skills skittles... since I will not busk 
They say: “Dudel... You push people away, yeah?" 
But maybe they need a push. But then 
I analyse too much’... They say that as well 


Cornish Afterlife 


Facing west against a wall of wind 
Fading ghosts of summers past 
Unwound on the clockwork, frosted road 
... Descend with the frightened, cold evening mist 


Scant illusions of tourist crowds 
Forsaken caress of melted suns 
Desolate decays of forgotten abodes 
Undulating once, but now perfectly still 


Until... trundling Chiswick tractor-jams 
intrude from ‘home-to-home” 

Wetsuit dudes, twist in campervans 

to omnipresent eco-domes 


The western promise of coffee to-go 
Polzeath’s clotted creaming 

Cracked desires of ice-creamed clones 
& their Corna-fornia dreaming 


Sweet desires of silence lingers 

Bites of air strangles heart & finger 
The sun cut-off by light-years now 
half-biscuits beyond its golden crown 


Old horizons, yonder westward ‘ho” 
Artesian wells of Cornwall’s’ throne 
Baked-bean’d in the sentience of a past 
Canned in silence, tied to the mast 

«. of Atlantic doom... Saxony vast... 

the Norman conquest of the second-home 


Stony raven & shouty jackdaw 

still scour the earth's dull plate for light 
Like ill black shadows of summers past 
in the hollowed dead of Cornish afterlife 


Bodmin Moor 


Jutty outcrops of un-turfed rock 


-» speak with bright-clothed mystery 


Misty, jagged & sharp: 


Protract with strange trajectory 


Catch trains of sun in the afternoon rain 
Pray from hillock & top... 


... omnihabiting their erratic terrain 


Rain sodden air sucked-down 
from flooded high plain 


Osmotic lignin, fire-lit heather’s violet crown 


Livid lights... They all drably drain 
Then live reflections of rainbow play 


refract staccato, after the rain 


When the moorland succumbs to cloud-darkened sky 
the rock sheen-exhibits lifeless galleries of grey 


in the excited time of the shattered sun... the broken day 


‘The grass howls; the stream whistles... 
trickles & babbles over smooth-rounded pebbles 
The flowing water wishes for a proto-celtic epoch 


growling with aeons of under-water light 


Peat marshes... blessed nothing 
Crawling under half-lit canopies... like a giant moving 


Leaf-crusted, crushed & moulded; foot-stamped 


Drowning in cuckoo chorus & wolves that cry in hills 
Tree-lined blankets that shrouds river’s spills 
Splashing & flashing images 


whispering fishes... chattering squirrels 


Robust & voluptuous: Autumn’s dowry of nuts 
Darkness & footsteps on crowded ground tonight 


Our souls set free to run & hide 


Bodmin Moor dances existence 
for once only, one times passes; 


Vanishes without resistance 


The silver glistens in this icy hour of glass 
hapless ponies forage for any hand 


+» till Christmas songs in the morning 


dz 


Anthology 3 


Londonium Square? 


Sunday morning shimmers 

Violet skims ‘cross the polygonic windowscape 
of many mirrors 

The city basks in sure morning light. 


A pure message pours through the iron grids 
“Come live in the Garden”, whispers from the gate 


Black cables & tunnels, Tables set to never turn 

But they never learn as black-cabs shuttle in unison 

through garrisons, of the un-living; Union jacked 

dead-black in cannon, down Cannon street 

Armadas of police; Cuckling press-gangs of financial revellers 
fan in morning spiderwebs... 

lie-low for the moment; in ivory coasts of gold 

Jam through barrel-doors; Gloat from ivory towers 

but cower, serving severed crowns 


Keep schtum: Blood spilt on sandy streets 

High Rollers crawl & Howl; Flip high-heels, into Prét-a- 
Manger 

Big Issue sir? “Nah”; Just a light-lunch for lawyers with 
mixed messages in trojan horses 

Deaf phantasmsic, leading the blind, laughing all the way 
to the bank on Ceremony Street 

Wielded stone to cleave the windy heavens 

or decorate a city, yielded to idols of gold 

that hums a tackless tune 

A many-headed serpent, aloft towering tales 

Histories of heroic rhetoric, mingled with valourous mythologies 
of deep & dashing empires of desire... Yet sings nothing 


But in parallel; clarity beckons 

Branches waft; leaves flutter, over same lordly grandeur 
squalid solipses & putrid glamour, reflect 

in a sea of a million motley mirrors. 


But Peace dwells, even here. 
& speaks if you listen. Echoes sweep like crashing waves 


wind-rushes & dances a truer song 


Rumours of humility murmur a strength that’s silent 
Character; a the lesson of birth on this planet 

Ragwort shuffle-off the concrete coil 

+» the savages of man’s wrought 

Stormy ravages prevail over the supposedly impermeable 


sinks the tight ships... 

pocketed-seals of potted tomorrows; 

the tight lips diagnose with the aluminium of communo- 
fascism 


But the heart is undenied of God 
As wind blows another will 
The meek will inherit the Earth 


Justice breathes again, as truth feeds the lungs 


What would you rather be? a beautiful reflection? Or real? 


I am alive, but a wave that's lost its swell 


In music, poetry flowed with the waters of sound 
New life coursed.. Old life refracted judgement 

The sapphire morn scours the open sky like a razorlite 
Tracing across the analogue of giga-glass 

Who listens? through the glistening fear beads of 

a million scalped by famine.. 

agri-pharma, chemistry, monolithic cannibalism 

But this time: the slightly different councils of jeer 
sing similar tottering lies, reverberating under myriad moans 
thundering under pyramids; A generation of slaves 
downtrodden under foot of progress 

british stalwart, irish, african... 

But the same hands steer, false law 

There’s nothing new under the sun 


Shield of Loyalty 


What would happen if the cafe burnt down 
& everyone in it, charred to the ground? 
& me stood there, this crackling shard 
What would happen to my loyalty card? 


What if an earthquake took this café 
we all had to live in makeshift camps 
Common}... Are y’ having a laugh? 


Took 18 visits to get those stamps 


If bolts of blue hailed down from the sky 
Coursing through ma Casa Cappucino 
Third-world people might have to die 
but what about my Al Pacino lifestyle? 


If it all got rammed by cruise-ship hull 

... Pm not trying to be naughty... 

But my loyalty-card was very nearly full 
& lattes are priced at two-pounds-forty! 


Tf all got crushed by a huge meteorite 

that took a casual flight from Galaxy Zion 

Yeah, It may have been just a bit of a dive 

but the next choca-mocha was the mother-f**n ‘FREE ONE’ 


Ode to Chiswick 


Spurred by shame. Caked in anguish. Mutilated 
Foucault's dinosaurs prowl outside my mental closet. 


Devour, on-entrance to my emotional ‘teal world? 


Sirens screech at my innermost thoughts 

Stranded, I cluck. Clunk-clicked 

volume-cranked & left to stew. I feel genuinely unloved 
Chiswick is a state of mind & a rubbishy one at that, I 


reckon 


Name-tag 


Once I had a job with a name tag 


They don’t give name-tags to any twat 


But now I’m nowhere in their atmosphere 
cause I didn't sit still through a half-day induction 


to get a little card that says my name on it 


They gave me a uniform once... 
It’s a badge of honour; a symbol of trust 


especially if it comes with an hat 


Burberism 


Oh Chiswick. Wherefore doth thou suck so much ass? 
With a MacDonaldised pout & brandish 

thick wallets of ambivalent cash 

You got old, but now romance about 


how you once shat-out an air of Chelsea panache 


Ultra-suburbanite, compact but bijoux ranks 

of the chattering-class, Angry phalanxes, turtle-heading 
an ever-ready double-decker rabble of redneck-wannabe 
family-friendlies, with just the right amount of ‘edgy’ 
Moving-on-up, against ‘anomalies’ & minorities... 
Ladies aerobics scramble & fight with floor mats 


Quadruple-wheel-drivers, park triple-ply, 

in the after-school dash; 

Cause jams, deride prams & wheelchair guys 
Mow-down pizza boy’s... Haul 4 by 4 ass 


In these times of ‘poodle-eat-poodle’ streets-lined with all- 
you-can-eat Spent wrappers 

Avant-garde, but got old sweets 

long before their sell-by date 

You’re really spoiling us Chiswick 

Twitch a curtain, call the police with itchy-feet 
Downright neighbourly Devonshire st 


Mollycoddled Malville 


Waking nightmares. In concrete-mixed with catatones 
Going nowhere: Stuck & stilted. 

The manic street-passives spill lorry-loads 

of adrenalin; onto the sorry-flooded floor... Bungled 
Though it’s meant to be pedestrianised 


Outside the 'Dijery Lounge’ 

Plush & outlandish blandish Crowds 

Spilt seeds of soiled words 

dance to the fiery-songs of a thousand clowns 


Testosterone washes with embryonic flow 
through fandom’s castles & taverns of football 
to wazz through the foothills of fashion 

with tassels, v-necks, high-heels & skirts 


The chiasma of plasma explodes through the looking-glass 
of beer & flat-screen-fever... down town 

Smokers-yard of loud & leery, half-pint heroes 

leer at wierdoes, out the window; but never at women 
shout & harass in cheery togas...tutus & of course, rugby 


gowns 


Oh haters, keen from days of death 
Brandish your tools from fiery furnaces 
Forge the words to eat the core of souls 
sup & sop the faeces & chomp the flesh 
with frozen miles of smiley faces 


New Britain 
‘The faux friendliness & convenient communitarianism that exploded 
through estates in the 90’s & naughties... after ‘rave culture’- the second- 
wave 60’s that purported a sort of ‘love’; as “Things Can Only Get Better” 
coursed through ‘new britain’, as the gov bombed the middle-east 


Compassionate neighbourliness 

wrought in the fiery furnaces of citizenship classes 
Smelted in the favourite glass foundries 

of 'new briton's iron ethoses... Stinking class boundaries 
shat-out on iron fists of breathlessness 


Oasis blurs out of white-only-ghetto blasters 

Water, bacon & barn-sized eggs, sizzle 

on keen colloquial benches & park sitting fresh 

Washed away with clean moods of polite beer 
shaken cold hands, wielded 


Neighbourhood Bbq’s in front of readymade french windows 
Fitted-friendships behind thick bustling ‘fennetre’ curtains 
that back-slap & lop upon thick summer-lounged carpets 
drenched in deep bright & shed-long shadows 


Just peachy ‘kids’, screech & hopscotch within Blighty’s patio 
... & the faint rusty smell of narcissism in the red air 

a sprig of nepotism; bruised seeds of violent barbarism 

a site for a celebration is rising with the debonair 


The food, only sweetness & lite 
Delights in soft horror; friendly party-bites 
Savoury conversation tastes offensive to the customer, who's always right 


Where sacrifice is rampant to pantry pleasure & gold & non- 
law tool-sheds of leisure 

Grim fairytales of heartless nordicism, consumed as perfection, 
in geneva conventions of nightmares & eugenic ‘eligion’ 

Needlers & immigrants carted to parks of oblivion 


& what of the coronation-street anglo-saxon? 
- as they thrive, dormant quilted in briers of thorn’d living 
& brave wonderful snatching... yet still live nothing 


Oh Natural graze of good foddered for a glimpse... into: 
What would it be like if we could send man into space ... 
If we made everything easy as pie? 

end all hunger... & Eden with it. 

The empire keeps us revolving from freedom, 

that little bit longer... 


In the land tainted with the trees of colourful mechanisms 
spun words, deemed in lines; strong stories, swords of lies 
‘Invention’ of the many is calamity 

& Spies on the horizon; As dust settles 

Switchblades sleep under clavicle 

Supine women breathing slurping wine 

Watched from under the breastplates of desire 


Those of their own decision are slapped by the ‘elf of safety’ 
(who went Expressly mad, Daily) 

Beaten-up by the ‘man-o’-gerialism' 

Who works undercover of responsibility’s ‘dead of night’ 

& is the shape & practice of folk in this country 


‘Goal-nanza’ 


Football... Why? Riddle me that! 
Well: It's got: ‘the lads’, in the terraces of their heart... 


Grown men kick & chase... dribble & pass. Dive & blame 
There's a red-card & rattle with a million names 

at someone’s side 

From the sidelines: “Superlative Gary”, shouts papa big 


But footy? What’s the goal there then? 
Well: You can't say it ain’t a game... with its two halves 
Tl give you that.. at the end of the day 


Agony... Ecstasy... Esta viva.. Esta la footbaaaaaaaaaall 
With not just a few geezers & as many haircuts... play 
Crewcuts, flat-tops, perms from all around the global pitch 
Brought together, throughout the agea 

& the underwhelming banality, of just-a-game 


Running about, a field of dreams, 

coddled by matching colours, mal-history 

& identity, inflated with polygonic paradigms 

Sing cock-sure praisers from the epi-centre ground 

who were eventually persuaded, to decelerate the racism 
but only when “diversity mattered” 


& money meant that empathy last 90 minutes 


Who came from the land of shimmering dust 
The indignant allowed their government 
to turn the middle east to rubble & rust 
With hardly a soul left, just schisms of carnage 
then blame for the male immigrant 


& always wondering why paradise-lost 


Only Jesus is innocent 
they kept shelling some melanin’, in their name 


Now the panderers yell at me, for not being ‘progressive’ enough 


A hanging lull; a rising dawn 
sleeps before a clattered storm 
Oil on the horizons & winds of change 


sweep across a barren dusk, with a coursing song 


A sirocco limps from heated sand 

Stain of terror bedfellows an exodus 

Rain washes land & soil to the iron gates 

of militia hordes & border guards 

A war-torn childhood, ripped from kin 

Voices plucked & coaxed with chorus 

Song adrift on higher tides, swell with vented spleen 
Perhaps, more than music is born 


in the one-hour-a-week, refugee's musical morn 


Taking the Libs 


Liberal democrats, 
always come in fourth place, in a three-horse race 
It ain’t cricket... It’s a horse race 


Paddy ashdown.. 

The one who humped a lot: Sir hump-alot 

The one who got castrated for drinking a lot 

He got his balls cut off, though he said sorry a lot. 

The English, the Irish, the Scott... 

Jewellery man, Dr Strangelove... The man that time forgot 
... The list goes on & on... on & on... 

If I could keep conscious for long enough 


Liberal democrats: You couldn't have had a badder day... 
Couldn't 0’ got worse... blatcherist project... the blair switch 
curse... Of manic depressing english dogmatism 

.». Didn’t have the thrassos to stand strong enough 


But don't you worry-none; Your echelons of excellence 
Your sky-high principles will survive... 

of 'middle-of-the-road, swinging votes & Brussels’; being as 
Nice as pie... to everyone. The brave die young... but you'll 
live forever... albeit forever outside 


Even when the world is dead & the last stars collide... we'll 
hear your name, pedestrian & tame... 
€cho faintly from the sidelines ...‘Liberal democrats 


Sanity; 

Family-fun driven everything 

Access to arenas, for security reasons... Graffiti 
Smidgens, pot noodles, fannies & poodles... 
extra-normal upon the wall, Stewed in perfect-awful 
Sheesh- kebab on-acid, cold skewered.. 

Yawned & spewed & spat it.. out 


A generation that don't know it’s, born 


Pummelled actors, non-resistant on dark stages 

Iridescent political correctness, gone barking 

Vital sparks of enlightenment, drowned in bossy waters of 
vaginal monologues..Crushed balls in walls of brinks-of- 
boring... This one is strong in snoring 


She can’t help it ... souls driven by goals 


Why you think avenues are called after copses 

of poplars & myriads of arbours, where once we both lived 
Why do you think progressives colonised, a mentality? by 
worshipping CREATION with corrupted religion of the ‘ne¥ 


> 


age’ 


Egg-bound 


Eggbound; bus bound; Bound nowhere; budding no joy 
Road to nowhere London streets. Shite-dowsed, plastic-plate, 
plastic-hate streets... Wears n tear the soul... There's no 
place for us... Lost 

.. Time is unhinged, cruel, clueless, non-free-range 


The big red bus jerks 

egged-on refracted adverts 

in dust-flecked, grime-stained glass 
..solisped & eclipsed with time-lapse 


The tube train rusts to a still; soot-shot & kaput 
Shuddering breaks screech in anti-climax 
We moan, lie back & think of England.. where were trapped 


Mind the gap: Another eggless mantra spills. 

Blind leading blind down the Central-line, district line: All 
temporarily misaligned 

Cause the fog on the Tyne made us all behind time 

The leaves-on-the-track was just the wrong kind 


Hulled forward.. rickety metallic breaks screech & lights flicker 
Triggered: claustrophobic shiver; Held prisoner 
Herded into faceless ‘commitments by customer service 
even if we die like rabbits with rickets & miximitosis 
Hostage like Charlie with silvery tickets 
Even if the lack of light & air kill us: 
boxed & delivered to Mornington Crescent 
to revisit red ken; but blue Boris just sits there & ribbits 
A lofty blonde Rupert. who drove us incessant 

king after-business, which is, the top-ten richest 


Who curled out most-of-the steaming mess that this is 
.. even though Ken & Tony Ben were the nice progressives 


Ministers still new-speak through rose-tinted glasses 
Through epic tunnel vision, throw a sop to the masses 
It's a capital nightmare; a London bad-dream 
“Hold on. All passengers change, due to engineering” 
Every Sunday? Cant that ever be foreseen? 

More Gap-minding, artful-dodging & too much strife 
But “if you're tired of London, you're tired of life*' 


Students tortoised with eurosacks. swell & swab the isle 
Marlboro mafioso, Cowboy-eye; stamped, swollen toed russian 
Blazing saddled probes a Portuguese bloke 

Who might ask: Is he another middle-east-aphobe? 


The masses in the carriages, panic 

Spasmic epic floor-bound stares 

that scour the walls for optical release 

like manic-mining canary bees...but die like rats & flies 
trapped by heartless scanty zero-size 

The evening's lowest standard is 

nothing we can stomach, or believe... 

on the advertising rack... above the blacked-out glass... going 
nowhere fast.. Nowhere fast 

Ten more earth minutes. Like criminals we lurk... 

in dinge of Prescot’s underworld murk 


Yet, somewhere amongst breeze & leaf 

echelons do ' brunch’ in fantastic clubs 

read G.Q. mags; eat organic meats 

Unleashed by thumper Prescott; their lives less stunted 
their wives have 4x4’s’, with airbags & big bumpers... 
& yeah: they've all got ‘two Jags'! 


Don't lend it to Mrs Apathy 


is the question, life's lesson 
passion, a bit of empathy 
drown your misery, 

ending it to Mrs Apathy 


it weren't for mass populous 

apple-less apathy & managerialism 

'd be no evil empire, nor mass oppression 

ause people might follow God, even 

}0 for pity's sake, don’t leave it up to Mrs apathy 


“My” Generation 


Please, don’t go extreme... ironing 

Even with extreme irony.. Or 

‘Leave the iron on’, Just to avoid me. Cause 

you ‘haven’t got the time’ 

But you're shining that torch where the sun don’t shine 
to find you: duck-faced on face-book. 

Y° dropped the Brit-Pop look in flip-flops... 

rocking all over the world: bit Hip-Hop 


You're the lost flock time forgot; got tied in knots; 
You mocked the past, then dropped the map; 
You only run with a pack... believe me. Generation x 


Your mum was deep-nesting in depak chopra 

Busy being; Being busy- listening to oprah. 

wrestling fat, but buying nestle, then chilaxin 

raiding ikea, like a bargaining Viking. 

left u prostrate at the altar of the flat screen, 

Basted, in Pirates of the Caribbean. 

Wasted... on pizza & ice cream 

Breastfed TV dinners off entertainment’s pavement.... Now 
you're micro-waving;Mmm’; medium hot; Ultra-safely. Too 
much on the plate now... dot dot dot 


The fairies wage war, against the chiropractors tonight 


Keep taking that blue pill tonight 

Mr Andersen grew arse-tight, in later life. 
Smashed into truth, like “Mr. magoo’... 
Red-faced, broken... disillusioned too Dude! 


You're never far from ‘hope’, internet-hopping 
Ethnic-chic... Hippy-chick clothes-shop shopping 

Go girl! garbage-mouthed, gossip & stare! 

Give us a scream, & a twirl; did you do with your life? 
What did you wear; Generation Bug-Bare? 


Rabid socialites, chewing-on bones of shite 

Breathing positive-farts of celebrity chitter... frittered in the 
TV-chef-genre of commercial 

Pan-fried, in the jism of lifestyle-genre 

where the customer’s right; the entertainment's lite... belching 
your notions of MTV life 


However. some of you declined this barren media 

got wiser, whilst most grew seedier 

So were, given Ritalin, for not sitting still 

Diagnosed with autism for not listening to managerialism 
... Sent down for being over-serious 

“Miss, he’s disrupting my viewing experience’ 

herded & berated on TV shows by drunken prom-bimbos on 
dope 

.. Castigated for aspergers. Wasted with wet-sponges’ by the 
youth-tailored...who dictated: ‘There is no truth’ 

So were easily persuaded... to “get laided.. till that gets 
jaded”, & no i’m not a feminist “so they call me hater 


Your dad once said: “Hope I die before I get old” 
But tends to be grumpy & petty as it goes... 
Except to you, princess... except to you 

T wished that'd all “just .f.f.aade away” 

@s they swagger in mick jagger-leather jackets 


caned on caffeine from Chelsea glasses... 

soviet fathers-figures for the twerking classes 

Rolling stones of the pavilion cafe. 

With globalists-goals... “so very anti-fascist” 
Kicking-back in Jean-leggings, hiding cruel passions 
behind blue-rimmed glasses, 

You don't even know why you're protests are so massive 
No room for non-party poets in your cocktail-caverns of 
blandness; just sit there & “know-it” 

Inside-out t-shirts from the Che Guevara era 

Laughing out loud at my sadness & cheering, 

as im rolling past alive but confessing my madness. 

Try it 


#Radio Googoo 


Parades of disjoined strobed-sounds... delight in fresh 

Big sister’s ‘phone-ins' for baby-sitters dedicated to Aunty’s 
agony in the cult of the bedroom-wannabe 

.» Panders to young flesh 


DJ. Brimmo, or Brimmy. (Whatever’s newer) 
Just tuned-in to ‘You’ & your 'demograph’ 
With the who’s-who & who's who-er' 


. Vomits feckless chumly chat 


Oh teach me how to be like you, trying to being like me 
+» Oh, teach me how to find ‘dub-step’ 


Ten-To-Tainment 
Not really having a go at Cilia; but a metaphor about something or other 


The way you say “lorra lorra” 

as your laughter dies... in a turtle-neck, to a mute clock 
‘Turn a simple turn-of phrase into cause for laughter 
on The Laughter Show.. or, something like that 

... Never endingly, Cilla Black 


Cilla Black: You're never grey! 

The Price is Right.. No! No! Blind Date 

Yor having a Laugh? No No Wait!: 

4 Lorra Lorra laughs”... That’s the catch phrase! 
’ Back then, you never hung with blacks & gays 
Now you don't even hang with whites & straights 
Its the urban elite at the BBC 
Turn on a sixpence; Cilla-the-brave 


when everything was black & white 

Then again: Not so-much black? 

Tt was YOUR time to shine; YOUR Saturday night 
So if you're tired of Cilla: you're tired of life 


Graham Norton- never had a catch phrase- 
Poor man; just about being camp & gay 
8 jiberdi jab with every house wife; jiberdi jibberdi jab 


mother-frickin McCall 


you caw & caw like a frickin macaw 
who let you through the door. Channel 4? 
Shut it ...Don't come round ere no more 


I saw ‘The Story of The Enlightenment’, on the TV listings 
Then I saw, it was ‘The Story of Light Entertainment’. Then 
remembered, it was TV 


TV burned the ‘book of culture’, with blandity' 

Danced around it like, a shrieking tw*t from ‘Reality TV 
Fanned it with ‘health & beauty! fanzines.. 

punched us in the face with a commercial break of lies... 
then a sponsorship note with an ident 

... a reminder of another scheduled-item 

Then a re-cap of the preview of the spin-off of a preview of 
next-week's updated re-run 

of The Story of Light Entertainment 


Jonny Rotton... Well, he be rotten, like a pirate, right? 
Yeah, too anarchistic for land-loving?... 

Till he was commissioned by country-life 

So when he started selling butter I knew I was out my leagu® 
drowning in big-dairy-society; 

disillusioned, with all that emotional despotism 

Since cushion-cover politics.. had won 

Cause people loved the creamy-smoothness of self- 


improvement & farmer’s-wifeishness 


Stella moments, fun for free... “EK A. M. E.” 

Katie Holmes left her twirling batons 

& her school uniform at home 

No... Not katie Holmes, but Katie Perry 

... Her school uniform, which she got for her thirtieth. & No. 
Not at home, but in the past.. 

She recently left everything "in da past" 


If you look closely; they all have genuine personalities... 
Those contestants; Loosely based on what ever “dollar” 
they’re instructed to pander to now... in unquenchable thirst 
After all, you’re nothing without fame 

Some scream brashly, or don't like politics or math much 
Or called Chelsea or Ashley, but strip while taskin 

Unless it smells or has mud on it Then ‘OMG.... Not so 
much’ 


Some went for the “sad” or the “autistic” market 

embarking on a ‘personal journey’ 

from *Celebrity Island’ to the ‘D’-bin 

Only to pop-up again on ‘Celebrity Island... a bit more over- 
acty 

T cant wait to see a ‘Popular Revolt’ 


it could possibly go wrong there 


Are We in babylon? (approx. 2005) 


It’s because the rest of us are getting colder, they are kept 
warmer, with their self congratulatory paper smiles... Plastic 
money, plastic smiles. 

Enticing kids to be like them 
Wouldn't know the truth if it deservedly slapped-them-silly 
Pied-pipers of muzak. Wouldn’t know a real thought or 
feeling, cause they're all written for them... & are just as 
market-led as they 
Smug clean-cut retro shoulder-length plaits... s-club-seven... tw@ts 


Everything's getting toned-down 

Lowest denominator pop-idol’s blandish crown 

Pop goes culture’s meaningless game, clones... same! 

The world’s a stage: You gotta pay in sweat 

London youth-culture; swooping, strutting, out to get 
Sludge, not courage, but luck; Society’s f*d 

A neurotic addict twitches end-spasms for a swirl To find a, 


whiter than white... virgin 


Goaded by the wisdom of Facebook... 
Instigating women, amorally whistle a tune 
“Forceps”, cry the surgeons of Facebook 
crying a river, uttering blibbers 
Pigeon-holing, like 50’s children from a stone-throwing., pontoo® 


One 


(approx 2000) 


Mainstream, streamlined, popular, market-led 
One-world-corporation... PAIN, in my head! 


Forced download-update-error 
of another soap-operas from down-under. 
“One”; A Prison-number 


Coke cans, convulsions, 

lies. Satellite, air miles, spray tans, smiles 
Informestions & squandered... daily lives 
God, will you please reclaim the land 


hate their sons; no wonder they rebel 

Personal alarm-clad, social-media shell 

-re-packed, Swedish log-shacked, pseudo-nature, they gleam 
ing virtual crap... keep your eyes on that screen! 


mix, dial a date... 
ium-doom, New Britain conglomerate. Blah blair blah 


Pseudo Olympian, lampooned londonium cheerleading 


oracle...“tah rah rah" 


"New, newish, newdom” Rephraseology for the face-saving 
generation 

Saving the best for their best mates 

“Ending world famine” with just another vaccination 
genetically modificated, sugar-frosted, cereal-killer 


medication. "They’re Grrrreat" 


Engineering world, already good by the Creator 
Share-holding traipsers, float... aloft in their mind 
Not knowing, not caring: Blind-leading-blind! 


"do as we say, not as we do"... create & sing the blues 


"One size fits all"... like a glove! 
"me me me, one up-manship” Push & shove..” 
Co-hoot instant-mix papers, spew..lies lies lies 


"Hello" fashion-famous peeps:"stars in their eyes" 


Just like proud laddetes & idols before you: 


Socialites, prom-queens ‘we all adore you. ... Wasted lives 


AN HOLoey 5 


Wee ia 


“Embodied Power Discourse on Toxic Masculinity” (sic) 
Old-wave radicals meet their inexplicable millennial progenies 


Laddette power-generation 

piss gitl-power, you pillaged for them 
With spar cider(... to adulations... ) 

inst your walls of ramshackled men 


daughters frolic in the park 
nsibly, on the wings of destiny; 
Laugh-out-louding on the swings 


beat-up ‘potential rapists’, not to ‘We Shall Overcome’ 
But for a mobile & trainers, to an ‘X factor’ beat 

ut the ‘Now-generation’ don't give a fuhh 

ut your stitched baggery, your #earth motherhood 

y raft away on a serene swell 

m your shoulder-pad decade... & the racism as well 


Men strived. But you took away their home, ground their 
bones... kissed them-off to fight 

But now you're blasted into space 

but only when it’s safe 


Never say “bossy”... cause vagina’s always right 


Got to get more privilege; More sweets from the table 
Got to get more powerful wimyn in sight... 

Women in government, but never sweeping streets’ 
cause ‘YOU DON’T KNOW HOW A WOMAN FEELS? 


“Whats up ma bitches?” To your dismay they holler 
Gone for the ‘Orange-County-Look’, the ‘Barbie Dollar’ 
They couldn’t’ give a frick... They’re a selfie chick 


You taught them to spew twat-monologues® like you 
to “Kill all life... It’s only their right” 

Taught them to fear boys & shoot them too 

who you diminished in the classroom... 
Disenfranchised them, then finished them with Ritalin, 


in the name of freedom... they were bored to teardom 


Useful idiots, big-brother divided 
Cause he was your father; Supremacy was your sister 
You loved the power, of echo’s torture-chamber 


You acquiesce to your nature., cause you're always right 


You’ll be a Mangina My Son 


If you identify with ‘backstage’ on the Truman Show 
Or see Oscar Schindler as a disruptive influence 

or go to hollywood to guide you morally 

If ‘health & safety ‘ should be a priority’ 


If “The future means investing in “Cool people, coming- 
together on social media as space for social change”... 
you sound like their tool 


If ‘love trumps hate’ but you hate passion, with someone 
else's gun & guns with a passion 

Emasculation by the triumphant card-carrying pedestrian 
Carrying less people, but ‘Yes-people’; quantity, not quality driven 
‘Disrupt the social order’, Make it more feminine 

... you'll be a mangina my son 


If you summarise, after going through ‘security’ 

... but have no answers at all 

Ask for 2 forms of ID, then reiterate how everyone’s a 
‘number |’ 


If you let big-evil happen, cause it aligns with your ‘lived- 
experience’ & spoon-fed humanism 

As the world lapses hope. if a chink of reality sets-in 

then call the constabulary 

Constantly boss, that everything to be done ‘appropriately’. 
Man; cause your vocabulary does NOT include right & wrong 


What’s more, you'll be a mangina my son 


“IT’S AS SIMPLE AS THAT" 
.. The so-called post-modernist SPAT 


She’s SO over it... so quit citing evidence... its 2017!” 


“You're causing friction”; said the manager: 

“Her narrative’s IMPORTANT; but your rights are 
DORMANT... so please leave” 

“YOUR’E KIDDING ME”. 


... Spewed the radical liberal 

“I CAN'T EVEN... YOU’RE SO FAR OUT-OF-WHACK:! 
Your bigotry's self-evident; too inappropriate for mentioning., 
LOOK! I'm a warrior QUEEN, 

glowing with virtue & ad-hominem ATTACK!” 


“AH, JACK IT. I’ve blown a gasket 
Now I know what its like to be a Jew! 
or to live in the third world without food 


... an objectified ‘goddess’... a western girl 


Common-sense exit- stage-leftist 

Cause it’s sexist & offensive to my organism.. 
blaspheming my humanism... & “elite” programming 
So I call-out your racism. Idiot! 

Though it’s so frickin obvious; 

I SHOULDN'T even have to do THAT! 


Self-Whipped 


Rampaging malignancy rising 
on spells of simpering glee 
Mangina doormen, masculinity-maligning 


.. tage upon the patriarchy 


‘Important narratives’, dormant violence, aggressive lies; 
absolute feelings. Intuitive motherhood... Submissive to 
government; You yell it like it “is” 
Which is- You JUST Don't Like me 


Uttering, super-uteral pejorative profanity, superlatively 
‘Manhood’ makes you stutteringly moon-how! 

like the grim-reaping vulture, cartoon charachature 

with ‘embodied catalogues of fully-funded culture: 
Vagina monologues, looped & fixated on rape-cultures 
& Gaps in Wages’ 


Under-the-knife; goes baby boy; Syringed & sacrificed 
to banshees of Selfie; Placated by patriarchy 


cause millennia of crying & ‘don’t care about justice or nuffin 


Simp Song 


Men in dirt-camps... Surrounded 
Under telescopic reticence & proudness 
Overlooked in fractured compounds 
Baked & brewed in schadenfreude 


So-called manginas? Not-so outlandish 
Breath holded, Pacing prison-prudes 
Fuelled by sluggish, simpish dislocation 


In pussy-pleading’s final solution 


I put myself here, lest princess feels offended 
& bemoans the brut-armageddon of truth 
What do women really want? 

Every man should know... 

Die just to give; Kill just to follow 


They’re looking for, a new religion 

That fits neatly, into lifestyle-decisions 

They can enter half-awake... Practice half asleep 
Tm a white knight. Hear me roar” 


They're told their stor ; Means much more 
Ys 


My Left Foot 


Passive communitarian shills, gaining traction. 
Eat the dissatisfied, with loving entrails... Basted 
Something slithers... scathing hipsters 

converge on earth’s last bastion 

Leave love’s logic, limping at the station 
Sacrificing honour in camps of concentration 
The ‘re-education mothers’ scream: 


Scum; Take your medication 


Eugenic discordance of humanist mobs; gods ’within’ 
Soon sacrificed too, to those they serve 


as they sacrifice those who serve you 


Rebels to the core; Covered in drop dead red 
Che Guevara jumpers; black & white all over 
& pullovers of raw hemp; Dreadlocks galore 


Fundamental shit-flinging 

like monkeys ‘evolving’ in pyramid-schemes 

laid devices... Lulls of echo-spaces 

You don't know you're born; pro-choice is killing choice 


You don't know you're the... Same 


No one listens if I say no 


Screams decant from the midnight-blue 

The brilliant ones benignly bleat. The perfectly young 
babble & bark like a flurry of hale 

piercing the shadows to shatter the silent bus terminal’s 
indelible dark 


A snowflake storm. Perhaps a torrential thirst for Life-To-Go 
Shopping-carte rights & body-scrubs 
bought by the patriarchy, But no one listens, if I say no 


Digitally-jettisoned, piss-pottering & tottering 
The Barbies from prison-prom planet: Americana 
For the first time ever; Blah & Blather 

But I only aspire for dormira 

as they parrot MTV-OMGs from the stand 


franchised in disney demographics, entwined 


The sheeple were taught never to stop & listen 

except to the explicit cult of women... If it ever got to that 

The curmudgeons that grump & scowl from a phone booth 
Eating my dreams on the end of a stick 

Trowel & ebb at the scrawn of my dignity 

A masterclass of felled promises... renegade irreverences 
reneges of ambivalence & learned helplessness 

There are two kinds of people: angry & none 


A Softer-Look 


They’d never be misogynist, say the N-word or mother f-ck 
Even though their miscreant mothers did... 
Before they donned a ‘softer look’ 


‘The tolerant ones’, ‘The chosen few’ 
with their ‘own reality’.. & a “cathedral” too 


So don’t impose your religion”, by questioning a liberal 
They might f... you up... lock you up 
watch you die, on a colour screen 


So be nice to each other. 
‘Well, it’s the law these days 
Never bother with much, inside a coffee-cup 


of swirling moral haze 


Men wounded men; Became wounded men 

Hobbled up that hill, to reach the girl, who tore her frock... 
broke her nail. 

Oh, the patriarchy strikes again 


Her dad called her bossy as a girl 
when she was being bossy 
Have a heart; Marry a boulder; love a snail 


Invisible Man 


They can’t see him, through staring 
Love, drops only by proxy; if he’s with a lady-rare 
They can hear her roar 

I’m triggered by attentionistos 
people on-the-prowl, camouflaged by need, like mine 
... Half-starved. Men hunt by day. 


It’s a dank day, when jungle cats act 

without the grace & fervour of a lion 

Maybe I can get further lost, from being lost 
Didn't you say, everyone mattered Jesus? 


I may as well live stranded 

free, to collect food in peace 

but Attenborough devolved into an ape 

Schmilla, dove into leagues of snow 

Bjork, grunted for grasses-greener 

devoutly... supposedly somewhere over the rainbow... 
She didn't let poets lie to her much 

On thin ice, their slippery lust 

for always, ust over, the next Galapagian glacier 


You're just an old woman who swallowed a spider to catch 
the fly. But smart enough not to live in a cardboard shoe box 
with a carbon footprint.... Though that might be a lie too 


If I ever had a feeling, It would be a phobia 

immersed in a shoe, sending me hopping mad 

A man is his uses... But a woman feels herself 

Come-on, “smile love, as y’ board the lifeboat with the kids” 
Oh wait.. That’s objectifying you! 


.. Ahem... A FEMINIST poem 


Hey FACTS! Hey... why you always talking? 
Eh? FACTS? 
Hey Facts. Why so misogynistic? FACTS?... with your 
; balanced weights & measures... You make me sick 


Hey FACTS! My feelings mean more than you..FACTS 
Hey facts.. UCK OFE.... YOUWRLKVBJSDX, UCKING 
SHTI BSTALDJK FAC 


Strange Therapy 


Why not stop hitting me?.. & call it Not Hitting Therapy’? 
Put me in that ‘box’ with a pink bow & label that says 
‘helped’... & a signature that seems real: ... The Nanny State, 


smiley-face’ 


Delegate data-collators to draw a bar-chart, to prove you care 
Media magicians pump a heart in your message 

A call centre? You'll get no answers here 

Facilitate temps to change a lightbulb on bay six 

Guidelines, policies, care-plans... boxes: ticked 


Teams of task-managers ‘guarantee service-quality’, between 
catered meetings, on ‘community-partnering’; Soft-skills & 
coffee seminars, entitled: ‘Group Modes of Patient-Centred 


Delivery’, that replace every iota of born-sentience 


Fiddle with the slide-presentation for an hour, before going 
for a well-earned lunch of sushi & aspartame 

But first, do no harm, to the homeostasis of convenience 
Lastly. Commute back on all-four-by-fours; Emphatically, 
wash your hands of all responsibility with the alcohol-gel of 
congeniality 

Wave them erratically at ‘scrounging men’... But only 


passively, so you don't wobble off your podium of denial 


Eulogy of a ‘Nasty Man’ 


Nasty man’... they muttered around their way 

Blind to a babe, broken to a pot 

The day his gaze turned ashen grey... they arrived from zip, 
to deem his lot, with all the vision of a tabloid day 

In his distant dreams to pray & plot, 

They flinched as he jumped in pain & shock 

the sagely glances that they shot 

Some found a slot to march & chant, with deathly dance 
hind every eye: ‘Nasty Man’ ran from a stupor of ambivalence 
& ignorance of difference, with judgement for chicken & egg 
behaviour, cause, in some things, they're shy ... Like to the 
thousand caverns of horrific-dark, in which the nasty child 
endlessly trod 

All swept clean a from dustless moccasins 

Too pedestrian they are, 0 listen 

Yet, with thickest skin to keep them warm; they buzzed like 
hot angers in thick killer swarm... ‘Nasty Man’ 

...They muttered around their way 

but maybe God will elate where they betray... 

It would at least assuage sham’s animalistic perpetuation... 


of tomorrow’s today 


Anthology 6 


Green 


The green bush lurks, at the bottom of the knoll 

Planted in tranquil mantles of joy 

Where’ sits, day on day, without plan or pain 

Like a man-once-happy... like a man with no brain 
-.. Wants to be green, & is just so 


A deep cove cast in springs of pungent pine 
where shy souls sit in cones & sprigs 
enshrouded by the grace of time 

.. & effervescent thermal sheen 


Fresh fragrance blasts of rampant tomes 
deep, from esotericai, vast & vivacious 
Viburnum’s-triumphant, sits... in sombre, khaki thrones 


Green-lit candles whisper-up to canopy’s atch 
A slow-flickered dance of fire 
Branches gleaming oxygenic flame 


Shadows dragged to earth's dull mire 
... a-hundred-weight of sheerest green 


Embers refract in the last belts of amber 

glance down with ambience 

‘a dance of psalmic grace 

Perhaps indeed the trees indeed clap their hands... 
to The Ancient of Days 


Green & peaceful Tree of life 

breathed forth your menorahs of light 
Onto crust-woven canvas of rusted leaves 
+» from ceilings, richly emeraldite 


My sackcloth soul, coddled in undergrowth 
home for the terminally deprived 
silhouetted-fathoms of green pulsing womb 
.. Scuttle-away, inside 


Far from murderous world, grey & mean: 

Soulless noise-crowds, resound the screaming machine 
Void, exhausted dust-clouds 

dug with heartless hands & best sin in mind 

... Ambivalent to sentient phenomena like green 


Yet green can paint the concrete layer 
with morning anchor & dripping dew 
.. defiant to, this era of gray 


Praying shapes rustle & swathe 
in the last passing breeze 
Memories, of centuries, of a song of life 


..- Diaspora on the eaves 


Yet, as if they know, to bloom & belong 
in the many colours of Ha Shem. 
A sign of life, a memory of a song 


+ Peace in the garden, yet for violence & greed 
& mankind's bastard: perfectionism 

There’s a time for all shades under heaven. 

.. But for now, wish I was green 


Glad of That 


Haunted by the hounds of love. 
Fast-flung through the rustling grass 
T run on vast land, bested & beset.. 
by the darkened sky above 


Once, I ran for love’s dusted sun 
Embraced & shone but waxed & waned 
Outlines of promises, too brite to gaze 


left the shadow of death's rusted gun 


Now peeling skin & rankered sore 
too scarred to tread on said battered path 
Love’s soft wings leave me alone 


i’m glad of that, i’m glad of that... 


White Owl in a Roof-Tile 


Yeah. I put it in the roof-nest... 

when it came to Wadebridge 

.. It being a snowy... & me: a “woody” 

It’s a sort of ceramic nest, built into a roof-tile 
I bought it from B & Q, & gota tiler to “do it” 


Well actually, I'm a Tawny 
There’s no such thing as a Woody 
Not that it ever recognised that 


‘Anyway. I’m not having all of that chicanery 
in MY nest ... & the mess! 

they make: those snowies (Clack, clack, clack) 

They're from the tundra, I guess 


They can do what they want out there... 
‘Hoot till they're white in their grumpy faces! 
But not in here... Not a snowy! 

It can have the roof-tile... Sorry! 


I Escaped from Infancy as if from flames 
Hatched from school with half my brain 
Dredged from teens, just skin & bone 


No clothes to bare, just coals of scorn 


Crawled from intimacy at the age of 5 
Catapulted from adolescence, confused & wired... 


Bit my nails, pulled my hair. But God kept me alive 


At grandmas, we were Family 
TV kept us connected. Back then, 


before I was “autistic”; when I was only ‘spoilt’ or mental 


Back, when there was a country 
& people knew who they were 
like the white people on-screen 


The ludo board had four colours & i was still half greek 


Up North; she lived alone in Heworth, 
Took two moons in the maroon Chrysler Avenger 
to get there; then one moon in the 80’s hatchback cavalier 


Back when someone cared 


Rocking 
News footage of Rumanian orphanages in the late 1980"s of the. critically 
isempowered, inmates, sppearing to stem the e1 fing tides of ‘learne 
snes’ through a limbic rocking action, to-&-tro. | Re poste 
montage refracts personal traumas of ‘maternal deprivation & looks at 
society’ treatment of ‘victims: & its firpultaneous admonishment of 
G prohibition of outsidership 


ogee [in groups, a ‘a simpishly brutal 
Maternal love gone! 
Rocking is the surrogate 
Rocking, like I was rocked by one 
Rocking: substitution 


Romany orphans, rock to big ben 
A grinding ballet, mechanically betrayed 
to melancholy... on the news at ten 


Rocking from the cradle to the grave 
Life coils-out into a jaundiced-wave 
Drown in danger, which they crave... & trusted none 


They swing to the searing melody of pain. 
It’s “all in the brain” 
... Till the pain & fear of life is done 


They rock in their cots, as if they are rocked 
Perpetually shallow, like a solitary fox 
Dug-in deep hollows of perfect perplex 

They don’t cry, cause they're not going to get 


Their women-woven lives, unravel viewer's eyes 
Kind-of betrayed to the kind butter-fingers of intuitive 
womankind 


Sickness & sadness in goldfish-bowl status 
for the united states of Europe that Christmas 
Party-plate spectati ate, on sofas & coffee 

... As if they were rocked by somebody 


& candle-stick clandestines sit, in the back of a lorry... 
claustrophobically. in convoys of moral panic 
Half-past ambivalence & if they make it as immigrants 
They're flogged in the street with a rolled-up Daily 

to the beat, of Land of Hope & Glory 

Then spewed from the news with a mouthful of sorry 
Left broken-sailor, behind the docks... in the alley 


The moral majority are driven by oaths of hate 

The ‘Good’ see ‘cursed’ epitaphs & loathe 

in a gin-crazed apathetic gaze... an astute post-roman lazy 
human circus... From behind the iron-curtain.. from beyond 
the grave 


... Where dry-throat parched lips fail 

Searing hope to resigned sighs wail to the wall 
Un-breast-fed’s blind-grope for un-met kind milk 

But void echoes fade; cast into dark 

... Lap upon the cold grey swell of ugly broth 

Crash into the narrow sharps of harrowing rocks... 

& we die evil scorpions, on the pig of the cold earth's crust 
washed & de-sheaved from all of life & trust 

Forgotten, flogged, crushed & dragged aside 


The pit returns them sad chasm-home 
Fallen from pristine doctrines of wholesale denial 
So are trained to never to make the same mistake 
or leave soul's imprint on gaudy light; 


Goaded by the child of narcissism’s pain 

Girded by a precipice of “infancy”... its natural-born twain 
Washed though passive sands of pragmatic motherhood 

Now vacuumed in the machiavellian hour of looking-glass 
Demented, through holes of tall cheese-talk 

Spat-out, like fermented milk of old cow idols 

... by ‘the 9 o’clock news? & the ‘religion of positive thought’ 


The wedding-dressed & favoured... friends 
Rose-blessed & sanctified from the mustard-piss 

of the unclean, desert-bound; soil-addled & saddled ... 
washed away with red-angry stains 


They are in house-of-cards with knighthoods 

in ideal ceremonies of clutching-bosom bliss 

Towered, spoked, the nuclear-family idols 

That cushion & stroke the love that shines from their own 


In a serene prefecture... @ world of lit snowdrops, that aren't 
drowning 

A picture-perfect of Christmas & ‘Cherubs’ 

Favourites, hypnosed by affection & bliss. 

‘Afforded to dwell in sensualism. 

The gossip of the normal class, were @ cross behind many a- 
back 


Lost 


I feel so lost. 

Not even my heart remembers me 

Nor my location... even knows where I am 
What of my family? Where are my friends 


None of those recognise me. Or ever can 


The sun cannot see me 
Only cold rain silently reaches me 


Reaches my skin. & permeates my mind 


Feelings that teach: Teach no more 

Like a hand in the flame... feels nothing at all 

The only feeling left: a fiery hand ... 

caught in the flame, like the flaming agony of my heart 


But I praise the Lord, He loves me 


He loves me when, no one else will 


an owl? 


An Owl came in through my window today 
.. Didn’t know which it was going 
Neither did I, so I pushed it away 


It calamitously broke everything 
Then left by the window, after saying it would never leave 
I shouted ‘wait’ 
It replied: ‘Owls can’t turn back, once they put their wings to 
flight 
*Why?’. ‘For an owl, it just ain’t right 


T’d shoo’d it with a cloth, like a common moth 
cause a few others flew-in, tried to push me away 
But where ever you fly to, where ever you roam: 
‘An owl like you: in my heart... won’t have a home 


Bygone Years 


Bygone Years... Years gone by... 
Youth's lost summer 


rinsed down the rain-drizzled glass, of heart’s desire 


Limp as an autumn morn 


as carrion in the talons of thunder clouds 


Peace, in the garden 

exists for once only & only for the young 
From vigour to vapour; thirst to listlessness 
Thistles, arranged like annuals 

Do not dice with ‘death’ 


Lightning gropes the dark 
flashes illusory; Stark trains whistle 
through passages of twilight 


Lilt on mosquito wings 


The tranquillity of a tea-tree lake 

sits in peaceful reminder. of ‘death to our hearts’ 

More beautiful & painful than every night's sky or the last 
sunrise dirged upon dowdy dirt 


Fore-shadows of what we're meant to be... 


images of life, shatter or, simply die 


Death visited my heart that night 
a pre-minder, of swallowing our bodies 


Twas love at first bite 


Those violent delights had their Violent endings* 

when kindness floated on dandelion kites 

Hope, invariably holds to sorrow 

Implodes to carbon-black 

Is this what we are meant to be? 

Better to have never been born, than to lose all you are? 
When company is dirt 

Hope: a valiant dust-sham salvation 

Veiled, like a bush baby in smog-fuelled day 


My plans are shattered, so the desires of my heart** 
You have to convince yourself that I did not hurt you 
You have to convince yourself that I did not hurt you 


** After the Book of Job. 
* Shakespeare’s ‘Romeo & J. 


Operation Emigranto: Adoption 


A nightmare of an infant-abandonment 


I begged the little lights for what it means 
Watched the grey familiar, keen lights of the dock 


.- leave leave leave, 


Sped, escaped, unhatched & spaced... 

Down down down, on those concrete docks... in towering 
speed 

I wondered alone. What is destiny’s cruise 

I didn't want to go... or be cursed of life 

or torn away 

My dry bones, ate on spectator’s-ship 

Mottled-high & mortified on derelict deck 

My heart, too dry to breathe; High & bereft 


The harbour's womb, I traced 
through nowhere, dim & distant, onward pierced 
like a coward locked without a clock 


& choice OR dare?... not one iota left 


The sparkled tubules of joy 


rounded me two thousand miles, 


down from death 

Caught like a lion-moth in a heathen glare 
a rabbit dug-out-of-hope’s range 

Coiled in the spotlight of earthly hate 
Washed to exile... without exhale 

nor fight nor flight 

Oh, how I slept in a bosom of mine 

to fantasy awoke & soul a-quake 

as the evil, metal casket drove 

through the briny seas of time 


Without God, We’re just floating through sapce 

If we just fight for ourselves 

how are we different to nature? 

Nature that quenches itself on other’s life and dies? 


Oh cruel earth; the glib winter of life 
is when nothing around lives 

Just a blanket treasure of nothingness 
God help me give my treasure 


so ican enter Your resurrection 


Mum n Dad & Wetherspoons 


They save sachets of sauce. 
+» & when they drive through, they give them me 


I receive sachets about every five months 


They also give cash 
They put me in care at 14 or 15, 
Said I was chosen, cause I was adopted 


i never saw the logic 


They couldn’t cope 

they proclaimed in tempered Durham: ‘its beyond a joke’ 

& that: ‘No one teaches you how to be a parent’ 

I locked things out 

for years... like: how nice they seemed to other kids, already 


favoured by their own kind 


They visited me while I was working in saltash 
Took me for a coffee in a frumpy wine bar 


«. in the absence of a certain family-freindly, pub-grub chain 


Dad didn’t know what a ‘cappuccino’ was, 
& asked for a ‘cuppacino’ instead 


We sat amidst the silence of the clattering ceramic 


He worked all his hard life, then suffered asbestosis. 
No one ever helped him 
His childhood was daunting... then he paid taxes 


The hipster barman watched us in stony silence, on Fore St 


Dad wasn’t a member of the ‘me-generation’ 

but now tries to enjoy life 

TV shows, cruises & north African holidays... Though now: 
Not so much... I receive sachets less frequently 


Maybe we just don’t care 


If we dare talk, he might “shifts the truth” about those days 
deny saying that ‘he shouldn’t have got a Greek; ‘they’re all 
bastards’... that I ‘was a ‘son of the devil” 

& that he’d ‘haunt me when he died’ 

but only when he was angry... It’s the denial 


It’s true, i wasn't great; I punched his precious paintings 
& the pathetic panelled banister... when I lived at home 
Dad gave chase... Mum cried & sometimes threatened to 
leave... or just blank me for days... It’s the shame 


I once exuberantly spanked her on the bum 

& had butterflies the whole day.. 

believing that i was being sent to borstal after all... 
I kind of was... eventually 


I'd curtain-twitch, just to check if anyone ever existed 


.. when left, home-alone 


One night, she left in the car. cause I was ‘so naughty’ 

or cause she felt unappreciated 

I used to scream inside, in peril of soliptic thought: that I 
was in hell, or the only one in the universe; 


never ending; I run into their bedroom, begging solace 


They never had possessions when they were kids, in Durham 
County... Not like me, who ‘had it all’ 

... like a computer & a grifter 

I didn’t belong anyway; only guilt had me 


They got upset at the mention of any of this 


My graduation fell when they were in Tunisia 
The Tunisians were quite friendly apparently 
They came through for my fortieth 

Not the berbers; my parents... 

though a few months late, cause of illness 
Dad paid for a huge shop at tescos, 

after asking if wadebridge had a Wetherspoons 
We went for a coffee at co-op, since it didn’t 
They gave me loads of sachets, then drove off 


I dearly wish I loved sachets 


me ooooole pops 


Couldn't he get a backpack & hiking rod made of fibre-glass? 
Or a body-warmer, like the nouveau-elderly get? 
“Save save save”, like a mouse in a windmill 
in England, you ration your feelings 
In Durham, you eat what you're given 


The smell of his dead clothes brought back everything 
The years had buried him, perhaps in hidden palaces 
& my heart, to all soft-sentience 

was blurred at best... 

Forgotten, was the earthly fact, of his old life 


1972; when he adopted me at 36... 

seemed to be the last time he bothered to kit himself-out 
according to the barren well of clothing-stock bequeathed 
today in a black bin-bag... 

... all that was left... of dad 


Oh God; If i had a week with my lovely dad... 
I'd give him what he wanted, on TV 

wait on him like he waited on me 

bring him cups of herbal tea 

Though he never wanted any of that 


If i had my dad for another week 

I'd show him how much I loved him 

for giving me so much & loving me 

that i never showed, despite my desperation 
to be better, or for change 


I’m tired because, he never lived a happy day 

Worried from knee-height to work-life 

which started at about fourteen. So please God, forgive me 
Confounded, bewildered, we could not reach 

each other. I knew this day would haunt me for ever 
Right & wrong might not matter, but there’s the pride 

I hope he’s alright. I pray he’s alright 

& he’s good with YOU... & happy like he never knew 

in this old life 

perhaps thanks to me... my old dad 


If i had my dad for another week 

i'd tell him... I’m sorry for never showing any love 
Disillusioned, aspergers- a problem child, beaten in care; a 
problem adult; times on-the-street 

which you once warned me i’d be sweeping 
Middle-aged... It’s not your fault... it never worked ; Who 
was ever on our side? while plenty seemed against 

But surely not if, i had another week 


Morning Glory 


In the stone cold yard, the church is lit, 
red embers hot; a fiery glow 

The church it sits, all swamped in reds 

‘As dawn embeds, & the path she stalks 


A ferric fox of rust 

protrudes with its million pins 

& sombrely sags a sulking weight 
of rouge 


Sunken heels press burning sheets 
of angry ice on puddled mud 

He creeps alone, upon the cove 
that sits in stone 


Uncoiled fur of-a former self 

Haloed within sombretic glow 

prickling with, an oranger hue... of worlds away 
Luminated per the red rising sun 


In sycamore loft, a squirrel’s pause 
& turns away: His eyes suggest 
disdain of this insanity 

It’s too much red, even for him 


For his life is grey, by comparity 


As soon as red was under-way 
& play is made, upon the gate 
The fox is met, by church’s grey 
His rugged red, is stripped away 


Surmounted by a plainer sky 
orange-grey, all of a sudden, 
then silkier mauve 


The steeple bellows... eight 


Lingering past, long shadows press 
Post-presence still... to dissipate 
from the stone cold yard 


Enchanted with, such russet life.... of yester-world 


Sheep in Wolf’s Clothing 


Woman in softest wolf-fleece 
Your gaze in the haze of the cloudless breeze 
Musters all kinds of hues & shades, 


in the voluptuous vulpine, wadebridge noon 


Thorough though, as mere time allows 


But not as white & blue as the ‘howler to the moon’ 


On the front & round, your zipp’d blouse 


Thunders a-Rollin in My Heart 


This is 

what they would have wanted: 
‘Funny; 

But not too funny’ 

Like a cafe-crowd on a Cornish Beach 


they safely slaughter in the name of a law 


Today 

I saw a young labrador; Yanking for where ever it pleased 
Hoisted by its own exuberance 

Collared in prisms of prim ambivalence 

while it tugged at the reigns of privilege’s daughter 


The managers sanitised the world for all 
blissfully unaware of asphyxia, coma. 


Who cares about a dog at the end of his rope? 


The Labrador thought 

about an old collie who used to live next door 
who disjointedly sat, 

as his women waltzed into another vintage shop 
where they undoubtedly saw her coming 

unlike the collie 


who was as deaf-as-the-lamppost that he was tied to 


Nocturnally, the collie would hanker 

after those footsteps of love &mercy... he once imagined 
Like a dead dog; re-animated in the image of a mother 
figure. 


His bark, now remained un-uttered 


“A pouting, Dog of Commodity 
languishing in the bank-balance of her mind 
A furry clutch-bag; an accessory” 

like everything nowadays 


Once, the collie had tried to please 
but was met with platitudes, & became confused when they 


accused him of a ‘grizzly attitude 


In *black & white’, confusion the labrador mused 

about the myopic topic of positive thought.. & his need for 
food 

which perhaps behind the labrador’s ‘good-boy mood 


But the Old Collie hated life’s decimation; became jaded 
*Man was not made for the shabbat, but the shabbat for man 


Memories of her faded, as she swooped into a salon 


*After The New Testament 


Shit-in-a-Bag 


I wonder if the argentinians do that? 
leave some pap, all neatly packed... 
far inside a wood or copse... all wrapped-up in a plastic bag? 


Its to stifle shame from the light of day 

But then, how can it be washed away? 

or fermented into gooder soil 

Or broken down, else some way? 

..in plastic perfection to fester & boil... in a bag 


How could that ever lead to harm? 

Anaerobic germs are strictly invisible, so problems lose 
prevalence, in the absence of evidence’ 

‘You know... like the NHS, or orthodox medicine? 

So bagging works a modernist charm 


Wonder if they do that in Cyprus or Greece? 

Clench their cheeks so tight they can’t hardly breathe 
like the plastic-wrapped-crap in the simmering heat... 
In a bag no less... So at its egress 

it’s as bitter & dishevelled as a turd may be 
unwashed by life, yet white as a sheet 


No. With a glint in an eye, they might sling it around; with 
thrassos & hutzpah, fleck the sandy ground 

Feeling cathartic as they stand & throw, 

with a dramatic mood of a meteor show, Sorry to nag... 
Just so even weirder civilisations don’t spawn 

. from pap in a bag 


The only one left in my circle of friends is me 
Though, I never really had any friends 

It just felt like it, because I needed them 
Must have left me, those imagined chums 


No matter how my heart churns 
Mealy & desiccated in the arid sun 
Visages of vain want; Friendship’s road to nowhere 


is loose like a faint glimmer of a dim star 


There's a black dot 
that silently pervades every image of life 
Like an oily-smudge, reveals what I can’t wipe. 
To only flap away, but come to land on its tepid mud 
Love is the only super power 
enables X ray vision; repels bolts of blame 
embraces the unworthy, through the facts of life 
If you wanna be strong: Love 
Jesus is the road 
the world is upside down 
The normal road is the desert 
Is faith a symptom of a healthy spirit? 


LABRAOONT, 


Big furry, blurring yellow hound; bounding from the door 
Sad eyes gazing, muddy brown Oh no, it’s Larry, charging 
me down to the floor. Mostly dozing, dappy (also in black or 
brown) Big old bouncing Labrador 


Oi! Drop that biscuit you've stolen! Just yeller; not Golden 
Roller-coasting in the sun. “Once-warrior hyena” 

followed by a scoop-poop-cleaner 

Where for art thou, toilet-rolling indoor-wolf of softest fun? 
Stealthy mean on the coarse dry land? 

or prowling the steppes of the Serengeti? 

No! squeaky-toy in-hand, silhouetted onto pits-of yellow 
sand, Patty-Petty 


“He'll ave your arm off” they say 


as he peers up sheepishly 


His big eyes say, “Trust me” 


Some say, “good boy” ; good-bye” 


His wagging warns of waging war 

Padded paws paddle the lyno floor 

Like a Scooby-Skedaddle: “yikes” 

*T’ve got seconds left... I can see the brown of his eye. 
“Labradont!” I cry... & through a strand of yellow fur... I 
whistle ma last breath 
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